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Objects in mirror are closer than they appear. 
A minute till the show feels like it is a year. 
Fools rush in, but you’re fearful of your tread.
Your TV’s black and white, but Lucy’s hair is red. 
The cover is destroyed, the book not rifled through.
Those eyes convey a lie, those lips insist it’s true. 
Her face is so serene, but her heart has run amok.
He’s doing it all right, but he’s never felt so stuck.
The dress looks old-fashioned, but it is in fact on trend. 
There’s an ellipsis in the air…
but a period at the end. 
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With eyes swollen and dry,
I slip out from under the duvet 
and stumble through the darkness to your window. 
I rip it open and crawl out, 
burning knees and bare feet 
on the frozen metal of the fire escape. 
Only taxis roam the roads at this hour.
I grab the lighter you’d left out
from the night before 
and light my very last cigarette 
with shaking hands.
I was never a smoker until you came along. 
I look back inside,
and find you’ve rolled over 
onto my side of the bed. 
I search your face for any sign of distress, 
but nothing. 
Your troubles are about to hop on a flight
over 3,000 miles away
where she would stay 
for good. 
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The bags are a testament to that, 
waiting neatly for me in the hallway
outside your bedroom door. 
You begin to stir 
and search not for me, 
but for your phone to check the time. 
“Ali? I’ve called yeh a taxi.” 








     
     Who’s selling prayers? Not I. God’s eye, Ali Yah, pleaded, 
“A leader’s needed.” Read it in the news; we’re consumed, 
immoral, destitute. “Mother rest your soul,” her holy son said, 
sworn by sword. Burdened she is, her back curved from 
carrying corpses of children, forgiving sins each turn of a 
solstice. His murder commanded worship, a faith vacated by 
hate, mistaking instinct for intent, the weight of ancient visions 
given by the fourth estate as clickbait. “Was it fate to entertain 
universal consciousness with the pain of my mother?” he 
screamed pointing at the screen, sword to the neck of a nation. 
Impatiently spoken prayer filled with the hatred of a thousand 
fallen angels. Blood spilled on the ground of a Holy Division, 









 A woman was sitting alone in her cramped and cluttered 
kitchen, her squat chair pulled all the way up to the round oak 
table. The table was a wedding gift from her mother-in-law, and 
the woman loathed its tacky presence in her home. She sat at it 
nonetheless, because where else was she supposed to sit?
 The kids had been dropped off at school, and the woman 
was nursing a mug of day-old coffee, trying to savor some peace 
and quiet until she had to go and run errands. The room around 
her was littered with terrible decorations, even tackier than the 
despised table—which, in addition to taking up most of the space, 
was splattered with multicolored paint. There was a singing bass 
on the wall to her right, an eclectic snow globe collection in a 
display case on the counter, and on the wall in front of her was 
a Mickey Mouse clock whose hands ticked along in the form of 
the famous rodent’s gloved limbs. The clock played “It’s a Small 
World” every hour on the hour. There was no other song, and no 
one ever knew what time it was. There was an assortment of cook-
ing utensils—ladles, spoons, spatulas, etc.—sticking out of various 
vessels at various angles, none of them matching. 
 The woman gazed around and sighed, taking a sip of her 
coffee and grimacing. It was really old coffee. As she sat and con-
templated her circumstances, there came a resounding knock at the 
front door. “Knock, knock,” the unknown visitor rapped. 




expecting anyone to come over that day. She heard a muffled re-
sponse. 
 “Who’s there?” She repeated.
 This time she plainly heard the reply. “Banana!” 
 “What on Earth…?” the woman muttered. “Banana who?”
 There were a few Bananas that the woman knew, but she 
didn’t recognize the voice. Instead of an answer to her question, 
there was again a double tap at the door.
  “Knock, knock.”
 “Who’s there?”
 The voice was louder this time. “Banana!”
 “Banana who?” The woman was becoming exasperated. 
There was silence at the door. 
 “Well, I guess they’ve gone home,” the woman thought. 
She was turning her attention back to her stale coffee when she 
heard for the third time,
 “Knock, Knock.”
 The woman jumped from her chair and grabbed a ladle 
from one of the containers nearby. She held it above her head as 
a weapon. “Who’s there?” Her voice was nearly a whisper. She 
closed her eyes, waiting for the answer she knew was coming. 
 “Banana,” the voice outside taunted. 
 “Now, I have asked you kindly, and I will ask once more… 
Banana who? I know many Bananas, but I am not sure which one 
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you are, or if I even know you, and I will not open this door un-
til I have ascertained your identity. Banana who? Banana WHO? 
BANANA WHO?”
 The woman had grown hysterical, her voice just a high-
pitched shriek. The ladle still poised above her head, she awaited a 
response. Once more, silence. Then:
 “Knock. 
  Knock.”




 “Orange!” came the chipper reply.
 “Of all the ridiculous… Orange who?” On “who,” the 
woman flung open the door, only to find a Banana on her porch, 
smiling brightly.
 “Orange you glad I didn’t say Banana?”
 Down came the ladle on Banana’s head as the woman re-
leased her frustration. 
 “AHHHHHH!”
 Noise erupted on all sides. The clock and the bass both 
burst into song and mingled with the woman’s screams.
 “It’s a world of laughter, a world of—like a big pizza pie, 
that’s—You. Little. Bastard!”
13
 Amidst all the confusion, the Banana split. 
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I wash my hair
In the wind of the highway
I am an angel on a mission
Unbuckle the leather
Crash into matter
In a splash of light
Enveloped by darkness
I am dressed in glass
Fingers caress my skin
Clear and delicate
Hands of the masses
I crawl on my belly
Avoid the owl’s eyes
They pierce me with criticisms
The radio croons
Slicing through the fog
I park my reality on
The shoulder of emptiness








I looked out on the pier one starry night.
Your eyes, they sparkled flecks of gold and rust.
The universe, it told me this is right,
To savor you until we turn to dust.
My love, I did not really have a chance
To let your lovely self into my life.
With you I want to dream, I want to dance,
Your opportune arrival killed my strife.
Sweet words, they coat my soul like a full moon,
My mind, it reels from what you do to me.
Be le soleil and I will be la lune,
My roots are grounded, but my leaves flow free.
 My dear — the first to you I did prescribe,








I killed your orchid 
it littered its petals 
across my dresser
as soon as I took it home
like the Pink Pearl shavings 
that fell from the crease 
in your Christmas card
and I know you’re mad 
because it was from 
The Boston Botanical Gardens 
but I bought you one from Trader Joe’s
with the same hissing tiger face 
and striped purple blooms 
that look like the broken capillaries 
on your father’s nose
when you were gone
I pressed your postcards under my pillow
and stared at the terracotta silhouette 













 The crystals lay scattered on the jeweler’s cloth on the oak 
table, a perfect little constellation against a black velvet sky.
 Old Pelletier picked up a pair of forceps, gently grasped one 
of the crystals and gazed at it through his loupe.
 “A mother weeping for a stillborn babe,” he murmured, 
watching the crystal’s iridescent hues dancing in the fading after-
noon light. He added it to the necklace slowly taking shape on the 
shop table, carefully closing the silver wire clasps around it. Then 
he picked up another crystal. “A son, barely into manhood, cut 
down on the battlefield.” This too, he added to the necklace.
 And on and on he went with the little ritual, carefully 
examining each crystal and reciting its litany of sadness before 
joining it with its brothers and sisters on the necklace. A death from 
the plague. A harsh goodbye to a rejected lover. A child left in the 
foundling house. 
 Each tiny crystal was perfectly shaped like a teardrop. That 
was how they formed in nature; no cutting or polishing with the 
jeweler’s tools was needed. 
 Exactly how these little crystals formed, no one quite knew. 
But they collected wherever there was great sadness to be found: at 
graveyards and battlefields, near homes and hearths, and places of 
parting, of quarreling, of breaking apart. And in a village that had 
suffered its share of war and famine and conquest over the centu-




 Pelletier had collected the crystals a few at a time, carefully 
wrapping them in velvet cloth as he found them, and brought them 
back to his shop. 
 It was evening when Pelletier added the last crystal to the 
necklace. He grasped the ends of the necklace with the jeweler’s 
cloth and slowly lifted it. It was a fine work indeed, with three 
sparkling strands of gems woven into a fine net.
 “It is truly beautiful,” he said aloud to himself. “But who 
will buy it? No one would wear a necklace made from distilled 
sadness around their necks. No one could. The suffering would be 
too great.”
 Letting out a sigh, he set the necklace back down as a slight 
chill went over him. “What have I done?” he wondered. He blew 
out the candle and retreated to his room.
 The next day, he opened the shop as usual and went about 
his business, with the necklace still sitting on the worktable. He 
found that it became harder to ignore the nagging feelings of mel-
ancholy that were pricking at him. 
 After a few days of this, he found that he could not bear the 
sight of the necklace, and he quickly locked it away in the strong-
box that he used for storing important papers. 
 They say that Pelletier went into a decline some months 
after this, and eventually passed. Having no heirs of his body, he 
left the shop and its contents to a former apprentice. 
 “Manage the shop to the best of your abilities, Jenrette,” 
Pelletier had said on his deathbed, “and sell all that is within 
it wisely. But, more than anything else, do not sell the crystal 
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necklace that I have kept in the strongbox in the back room.” He 
groaned. “Destroy it, if you can, for it is a thing accursed.” 
 Now, Jenrette was an arrogant young fool and a rascal, 
obsessed with the color of money. His old master was not two days 
buried when he went to the strongbox in the shop and opened it. 
He saw the necklace, and he whistled. “What an old fool Pelletier 
was, keeping this treasure locked away where none could see it,” 
he said scornfully. “Why, it would easily fetch more gold than all 
of Pelletier’s other trinkets combined!” 
 He put the necklace on display in the window in a fine, 
velvet-lined box. As he walked away from the window, he won-
dered at the strange draining feeling that had come stealing over 
him. 
 It’s nothing, he told himself firmly. It will pass. 
 Sure enough, as he expected, many people of the town, the 
great and good, stopped to admire the necklace in the window.
 “A masterful creation,” some said.
 “Truly a marvel,” others said.
 And Jenrette was pleased. He was even more pleased when 
the very next day, a young woman, the wife of a wealthy merchant, 
swept into the shop with her lady’s maid following close behind. “I 
wish to purchase that fine crystal necklace you have on display in 
the window, Master Jenrette,” she said loftily.
 “With pleasure, Madame Lefèvre,” Jenrette said. “Al-
low me to show it to you more closely.” With that, he brought the 
box out from where it sat on the window and laid it on the shop       
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counter.
 The lady leaned over the necklace and smiled. “Beautiful. 
How much will you ask for it?”
 The price of twenty gold pieces was handed over. “Clotilde, 
you will carry the box,” Madame Lefèvre said. “Mind you don’t 
drop it.”
 Clotilde meekly took the box and followed her mistress’s 
retreating brocade cloak out to the waiting carriage. The footman 
helped both women into the carriage and the coachman flicked the 
reins.
 Madame Lefèvre opened her purse, took out a tiny mir-
ror and checked her appearance. Clotilde watched the houses and 
shops go by, the box and the necklace sitting on her lap.
 As they drove on, Clotilde found herself feeling increas-
ingly melancholic. It had started when she saw a child playing with 
a puppy that looked like her father’s favorite hound; the old dog 
had needed to be put out of its misery five autumns ago. 
 By the time the carriage arrived at the Lefèvre house, there 
were tears running down Clotilde’s face.
 “Clotilde!” Madame Lefèvre exclaimed. “Good heavens, 
whatever is the matter with you!”
 “It is nothing, Madame,” Clotilde said softly, drying her 
eyes.
 Clotilde deposited the box and the necklace on Madame  
Lefèvre’s dressing table. Then she went to her room in the garret, 
where she threw herself down on the bed and gave vent to a stormy 
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fit of sobs. 
 The Lefèvres hosted a grand party two nights later. In her 
chambers, Madame Lefèvre prepared herself, wondering once 
again why Clotilde had been wandering around in a melancholic 
state. “Silly girl, she’ll get over it,” she said to herself. She took the 
crystal necklace out of the box and put it on. “Ah!” she exclaimed, 
admiring the way the crystals sparkled in the candlelight.
 She rose and headed for the door. And then she staggered, 
bracing her hand against the wall for support. 
 “I do not love you anymore. I don’t think I ever loved you.” 
 “Your child is dead, Madame. There was nothing to be 
done.”
 “Your son was killed in the battle yesterday.” 
 Images flooded her mind: empty coffins, empty cradles, 
broken promises, broken hearts. 
 “What is this?” she wondered. “Why do I think such sad 
thoughts?”
 And the voice that said “I do not love you”  — why did it 
sound so much like her husband?
 She tried to ignore it and descended the staircase to the 
party. She put on a brave face and greeted the guests as they ar-
rived. But during the lavish supper, she was overcome by sadness 
and had to leave. She fled to her chamber, and was in floods of 
tears before she opened the door.
 She was in a state of decline for a few days, kept to her
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chamber in the lowest of spirits. Eventually she recovered enough 
to resume her usual duties as lady of the house. But another party 
came, and once again, she donned the necklace. And this time, the 
terrible jewels took an even greater toll on her body and her spirits. 
 The doctors tried everything, with their potions and their 
humors and herbs. Lefèvre himself tried to arrange for little amuse-
ments and outings to cheer his wife up. But it was no use. Within a 
few weeks, Madame Lefèvre was dead. 
 It was while the house was being decked out in its purple 
crepe that someone noticed a tiny, teardrop-shaped crystal on the 
floor of Madame Lefèvre’s chamber. 
 “Does it not look like the crystals in Madame’s necklace?” 
one of the servants asked.
 “But the necklace is not broken at all. Where did it come 
from?”
 Well, that was enough for Lefèvre. He was convinced that 
the necklace had killed his wife, even though the doctors told him 
that he was talking nonsense. Lefèvre stormed through the village 
streets, rather foolishly, with the necklace in his hand. He slammed 
it down on the counter in front of Jenrette. “Jenrette, you scoundrel, 
you’re the one who sold her this cursed trinket!” Lefèvre howled. 
 Now, Jenrette protested, but Lefèvre continued to scream 
his agonies. He made to climb over the counter to try to throttle 
Jenrette with his bare hands, but he fell to the floor. As could be 
expected, Lefèvre had absorbed so much sadness from the neck-
lace, compounded by his own grief, that he, too, was dead within a 
fortnight.
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 The story of the necklace traveled, as stories so often do, 
to every corner of the village. And the necklace’s power seemed to 
grow with every telling of the story. Some said that Jenrette had 
sold his soul to the devil, and more than a few wondered if he had 
killed old Pelletier. 
 It came to pass that the town magistrates ordered Jen-
rette to a hearing in the public square. Jenrette swore that he had 
no knowledge of how dangerous the necklace was, but the crowd 
would hear none of it.
 “I say let’s execute him and have done with it!” the town 
blacksmith yelled. The crowd roared its approval. 
 “And how much good would you suppose that would do, 
then, messieurs?” an old woman asked. 
 The crowd fell silent at the sound of the woman’s words. 
 It was Marie-Louise, the elderly wisewoman who lived in 
a cottage at the edge of the village. Now, it is said that the village 
wouldn’t have much truck with magic and old women’s tales, but 
when Marie-Louise spoke, the village listened.
 She tapped her way forward with her old blackthorn walk-
ing stick, and came to stand in front of Jenrette and the magistrate. 
“The necklace must be destroyed. It is dangerous to have so much 
distilled sadness all in one place,” Marie-Louise said. “The longer 
it exists, the more sadness it will engender, and the stronger it will 
become.” 
 “Smash it, then!” one man shouted.
 “Throw it into the forge!” another shouted.
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 “No,” Marie-Louise said quietly. “This is an object of the 
jeweler’s craft. By its making it must be unmade.” She lifted her 
eyes. “Master Jenrette, you must be the one to undo the necklace. 
Cut each of the strands and scatter the crystals away.”
 Marie-Louise’s word was good enough for the magistrate, 
so he allowed Jenrette to go, on the sole condition that the necklace 
was disposed of before sunrise the next morning. 
 So that night, Jenrette stood there in the workroom, the 
necklace laid out before him on a piece of black velvet. Taking the 
pliers, he began to cut the first strand of silver wire. It was unex-
pectedly strong, and he strained, sweat running down his brow, to 
bring the pliers closed. Each snap of the pliers sent a line of crystals 
spilling out across the velvet, until the necklace was no more than 
a pile of crystals. And then Jenrette scooped the crystals up in the 
velvet and fled into the night, flinging them as far away as he could 
around the countryside. 
 A farmer bringing his cart to the market the next morning 
found Jenrette lying by the side of the road, feverish and delirious 
and heartsick. 
 Jenrette eventually recovered, but he was never the same 
afterwards. He sold the shop, left the village, and was never heard 
from again in those parts. 
 Some may tell you that the village gradually moved on and 
forgot the entire affair. 
 But to this day, at the graveyard gates, at the battle monu-
ment, at the side of deathbeds – any place where great sadness 
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might be found – the people of the village still look, in trepidation, 









When late July’s heavy sunflowers
Give way to August’s tight gasping air
As you step off the dock and
Your lungs catch the wind like the sails of a tipping ship
You know you’re lost but you don’t care this is the end
And it’s what you’ve always wanted
Cicada clicks of bicycle wheels
Eyelids against exhausted grass
Fireflies like raindrops
So close but just out of reach
Disappearing in your hands
The coast moans
Waves dig deep into the sand
Burrowing skin in sheets of gold
Sweat like dew on grass
Through your wicked hair
Lips like sunburn
Leave bruises across my neck
September 9, 2016, 12:55 A.M.
Rae Wilkins
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They match the other ones
From falling off the tire swing last Sunday
They blossom under my skin
Like annuals in your mother’s garden









on my way to Cincinnati. 
passed so fast. turned 
my tires so they skirted




left and right to the song of wind,
leap and cartwheel as they
wander into shadows of windmills—
yellow petals blush at me
then wave goodbye 
as they gather to greet 




the scent of grass will gently
swift across your face










of the Milky Way
make our galaxy
look like a top.
 
I would spin it.
 
Saturn would beat Jupiter
in a pinball game,
the rings slicing




















And we would do this all







I have your protea pressed between my palms.
It stems
from my green-wrapped cable-knit wrists — 
your sun-splayed urchin find
— and it flowers.
I map its stalk, its pupil, its veined plumes but 
I can’t make it mine — it’s chipping
like the congealed blood I keep 
smeared beneath my toilet seat 
to remind myself
I am a woman. 
It’s impossible to adorn my dress
— hung
black, aback the headboard — with 
my hands still praying.
I’ll have to save it inside 
the tissue paper pages
of my Oxford Encyclopedia
— under botany.














is an infectious disease,
similar to the late Friday injections.
It erases the times he’s gazed at crimson rivers
leading to the outsole of polished black shoes.
Again and again.
It’s the poison that alters his vision.
It’s all fiction.
The nymphs that pull the strings of his mind,
a labyrinth.







He sheds a tear as he 
heaves his mother over
his shoulder before 
he wades into another 
ash-colored ravine. 
He lifts her past 
burning bodies and 
broken bamboo sticks. 
He tells her it’s the smell
of bread baking over 
leaves and bamboo.
His dry face is watered
by milliliters of salt that 
descend from despair.
He tells her that the 
tears she feels are
mourning dew. 
His feet shed
tears from his heart, 
coloring the brown 




begins to drown his 
dreams, he hears in
the birds’ songs the cries 
of his children burning, 
he sees in the morning sun
flames consuming, he 
tastes in the water flakes 
flesh and fumes. 
And his mother, she leans in 
her cocoon of rags and smiles
at the scent of baking bread 











 Brisk wind rattled the trees, and the moon, just a sliver in 
the cloud-spotted sky, brightened the campus of Montclair State 
University. Shayna walked past Blanton, the looming residential 
hall. Rumors spread that the architect behind the design used to 
build prisons. Fitting, she thought. Walking through a parking lot, 
she made her way to the beacon in the night: the Red Hawk Diner. 
 There it stood, in all of its neon glory, beckoning students 
with its advertisement of pacifying their late night cravings. Rocky 
the Red Hawk stood, smiling down at the hungry students on the 
diner’s shining sign. He served up some concoction, perhaps a 
burger loaded with toppings. However, Shayna had a hankering for 
breakfast food as many people do in the hours before morning.
1:33 AM
 Opening the cold metal door to the diner, Shayna stepped 
inside. Three employees stood behind the bar. She didn’t think they 
noticed her, as none of them moved to greet her, until someone ap-
proached her from somewhere unknown. 
 “Just one?” the host asked.
 “Yes,” Shayna said.
 Over near the booth by the bathroom, a group of five sat 





phone reminded Shayna of water rushing through pipes and news-
paper crumpling. A boy and a cop sat at the bar with a few seats 
between them. The boy, hunched over, was picking at chicken 
fingers and fries, while the cop’s eyes remained focused on the 
kitchen. He laughed. Following the host to a booth, she sat and 
grabbed the menu. 
 Shayna realized she only had a placemat but the host was 
gone before she could ask about napkins and utensils. Looking 
over the menu, she thought a milkshake would be a good addition 
to this night.
1:36 AM 
After deciding she wanted waffles, a side of bacon, and a chocolate 
milkshake, Shayna placed the menu down and looked around for a 
server. No one was walking towards her. The three employees she 
saw upon arrival blinked into nonexistence. 
1:50 AM 
 How long had she been mulling over choices? It couldn’t 
have been that long. Shayna saw a waitress and struggled to make 
eye contact. To her satisfaction, it worked despite feeling like the 
waitress never directly looked at her. The woman approached her 
table, ice water and straw in hand. 
 “Thank you,” Shayna said.
 “You ready to order?” recited the woman like Shayna was 
an inconvenience. 
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 A bit confused, but still hungry, Shayna said, “Could I 
please have waffles and bacon?”
 The waitress did not write anything down. She just stood 
there. 
 “Anything to drink besides water?”
 “Yes, a chocolate milkshake.”
 “No milkshakes today.”
 “Uhh, okay. I’m fine with water.”
 The waitress left without another word. Shayna hoped her 
order came out O.K.  Another server approached her and asked, 
“Did you want fries?”
 “No. I just got waffles,” Shayna answered, more confused 
now.
 He did not appear convinced by her words. He wasn’t even 
looking at her. 
 “Could I get a fork and knife though? And napkins?”
 The waiter smiled. Shayna became aware of his blank, star-
ing eyes. He left and returned with a fork and knife. No napkins 
graced Shayna’s table. 
2:10 AM 
 She had been here for more than half an hour. 
 The televisions hanging above the bar showed an old action 
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movie. Cars flipped, explosions lit up the screen. The boy eating 
chicken fingers watched intently. To Shayna’s bewilderment, he 
sipped a milkshake. The movie repeated the same scene. A waiter, 
different than before, walked towards Shayna. Once more, the cop 
let out a chuckle.
 “Do you need anything?”
 Finally, someone considerate, she thought. 
 “Some napkins, and how much longer will my food take? 
It’s been almost half an hour.”
 He looked around before his blank eyes locked with hers, 
“Did you order fries?”
 “No, I just got waffles.” It was annoying now. 
2:12 AM. 
 The waiter left without another word. A stack of napkins 
rested on her table. She did not see him put them down. 
 The table of five began to gather their things and leave. 
Someone laughed loudly as they each paid their split checks. The 
great commotion at the cash register lasted about five minutes. 
2:24 AM. Maybe her watch was broken.
 Shayna’s waitress returned, a tray of food in hand. She 
placed a small plate of bacon down followed by a plate of pan-
cakes. Her blank eyes pulled Shayna in as she asked if there was
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anything else Shayna wanted. Deciding the pancakes were O.K., 
Shayna ripped herself out of the trance.
  
2:40 AM 
 She finished eating. The bacon was alright. The pancakes 
could have been better. They could have been waffles. When she 
reached for the stack of napkins, it was gone. Shayna was ready to 
leave and looked for her waitress. The waiter who first asked if she 
wanted fries cleared her plates. He never acknowledged her pres-
ence. Her check appeared on the table. 
 Looking at the televisions, the same scene played from ear-
lier. A car crashed and tumbled. Explosions filled the frame. Odd. 
The cop focused on the kitchen laughed. Shayna decided that she’d 
had enough of this diner and went to pay for her late night meal. 
 When she got to the register, no one was there. Shayna 
glanced around. The three employees milled around behind the 
bar. No one looked her way. The boy with the milkshake was still 
messing with his chicken fingers. He turned toward Shayna, eyes 
as blank as the workers. Her breath caught in her throat. How long 
has he been here?
 “How was your meal?” The host asked. He had appeared 
without her noticing. 
 “Fine.” Shayna handed him the check.
 “Did you order the fries?”
 She was extremely confused.
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 “No, just the waffles and bacon.”
 “You mean pancakes?”
 “Yes.”
 “No fries?”
 “No.”  
The host touched the screen a few times. “Flex?”
 “Yes,” she said and swiped her ID card.
 “Have a nice night,” the host’s voice echoed. He was no 
longer behind the register. 
 Shayna headed out the door, the late night air encompassing 
her. The cop’s laughter followed her out.
3:03 AM. 
 Rocky sneered down at her, holding his tray of empty 





DRIP DRIP DRIP 
DENSER DRIPS DRIP DROP 
WEIGHING HEAVY IN MY CERAMIC MUG 
SUN RAYS PIERCING SHARPER THAN 
RAZOR BLADES THROUGH WITHDRAWN BLINDS 
BROWN PAPER BAGS FILLED WITH
POSSIBILITY AT LUNCHTIME 
HAIR TIES HEADBANDS TYING LACES 
FRENZIED TRAFFIC UPDATES 
ECHOING THROUGH THE STATION 
PACK UP DROP OFF KISSES GOODBYE 
DRIVING AWAY IN 
THE OPPOSITE DIRECTION 
RUSHING RACING A CLOCK PASSING 
UNHURRIED DRIVERS 
LOT FULLER THAN MY FRESHMAN BACKPACK 
APPROACHING THE CROWD 
CHAINED BY SOCIAL TRANCE 
LONG AND DESOLATE MINUTES 
ANTICIPATING BUS ARRIVAL 
WAVES OF HUMANS SHUFFLING 
NO EXCHANGE OF EYE CONTACT 
SEATED BESIDES A POTENTIAL FRIEND 
OR A FOREVER STRANGER 
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WE MAKE OUR WAY TO ONE FINAL STOP 
EMBRACING EVERY SOLID FOOTSTEP 
THAT GUIDES ME NEARER TO THAT 
EUPHORIC MOMENT OF MY FIRST CLASS
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Cuts the muck of mid-June, your wet smirk, warm
milk-soaked copper, through the static of seltzer water.
My wing tips slip on cotton shards from sheets
we took our gavels to. Our modern law — thick
runoff from a silkworm-SodaStream.
In a dream you took my nose between your thighs
and inhaled running coming down Christmas morning. Only
our feet were exposed, toes velcroed to our throats
green-lit cast iron bubblegum BlowPop, and then we fucked.
Our sweat-soaked ash, making charcoal
paste we smeared across our eyes, blinding us
like fear within white walls. When I remember it all
sometimes, I try to sip it, but it’s all too heavy —






I always get the feeling that we’ll meet again. 
On the edge of my seat preparing for the impact, 
crushed by the distant crossfades of collapsing time, 
collapsing space, 
the rhythms in my eardrums completely engulf me. 
Shivers claw my skin 
and the cold air beats against the broken zipper 
of my worn-out jacket. 
Shoes against the pavement, 
eyes cast down, 
hands frozen into fists, 
my hair tangles around my face. 
Breathe in, breathe out, 
because it’s the only thing I can do right now. 
Piano chords of the voices on the street 
send convulsions through my body.
Cold winter evening 
and your fingertips are snowflakes down my spine. 
And never once have I felt closer 












I am very young, sitting with smooth legs crossed at the ankles in 
front of a gold rimmed vanity. When I look into the mirror, I see 
that I am not myself – breathtaking beauty radiates from my effer-
vescent eyes and my satin, olive-toned skin. My mother is brushing 
my hair, “You must be careful with that pretty little face of yours,” 
she says.
Older now, I am walking through a city. I feel the warmth of the 
sun emanating on my cheekbones. Men, women, boys and girls 
alike turn their heads to meet my gaze, make conversation with me. 
I smile softly and continue to saunter down the busy street with my 
head held high. 
I closed my eyes every night and opened them again in this in-
credible world where I realized I could get anything and anyone I 
wanted.
Every man I meet claims I am the most beautiful girl he has ever 
laid eyes on. I bask in it. Until the admiration abruptly reduces to a 
single man. 
His face is close to mine, yet I can’t make out his features. Just as 
the others, he appears completely enamored.
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Time seems to jump forward again. I soon discover that this man is 
kind and tenacious. He learns and accepts my flaws, and he de-
fends me with his lion heart.
Like an ambrosia, my love for him blossoms. 
A second man comes into my vision. Perfect, dark spirals frame a 
face that looks as if it has been sculpted in marble and I can’t turn 
away. Neither can he. 
This new kind of love is intoxicating, like a saccharine 
lotus. 
Suddenly, my mother’s warning comes into focus. The two men 
acknowledge each other and begin to argue. I enclose my pound-
ing head between my palms in an attempt to block out yelling and 
threats to take me away. They only seem to get louder. Heads turn 
and two pairs of furrowed, indignant eyes meet mine. 
I wake up screaming, crying; this was not supposed to happen.  
I am a little girl again. I am in a room full of the choking grip of 
smoke, towering flames and endless blame. 
That was the last time I had the dream, from which I awoke with a 
start. You know, when you feel like you’re falling? Only it wasn’t 










When I was eighteen,
I wrote my first poem 
sprinkled with words that were too sticky-sweet
and spiraled out of control.
Or at least my fingers did.
They itched
for ink and paper,
any form I could find.
Even if that meant crumpled up 
café napkins I shoved in my pockets
to hide.
My fingers were drenched in desperation
that leaked in thick drops from my mind.
They reeked of lonely and heartbreak
and the smell latches on to every goddamn line
that has become my own.
The movement of my fingers
strikes a match, with a flame
I refuse to let go.
I just hope
the wind never blows 





Because then, not just my fingers will reach
for the thrill,
but my whole body.
You see,
 
it’s not just a hobby.
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We wandered down streets and through windowless doors
to escape the January chill. 
Each one wooden, heavy, 
memory-soaked.
The air thickened and troubled my unsuspecting lungs; 
those damn Europeans and their cigarette smoke.
Two stools sat vacant 
across from colorful taps 
lit by pink and green streaks of swirling light. 
You let go of my hand and grabbed hold of my hips
to maneuver us through the sea of drunks. 
I felt lax and alive with that Bulmers in my hand 
and your warm careless mouth on my neck.
A temporarily important girl 
slept in a stranger’s bed to find worth,
to give him a reason to stay. 
He put his cigarette between my lips
and I sucked in his poison like a champ. 
My lungs burned and tears welled, but I smiled 
and he laughed




 “God, yer feckin’ fit, you Americans.”
But the poison I inhaled was stronger
than any nicotine, arsenic, or tar.
And there’d never be reason enough for him to stay.
Perfect delusions





When I was seventeen, I went to the Poconos with my tribe. By 
nightfall we’d overfed a dusty pit. Still starved, we sat around the 
shallow cavern, and recalled other times we had failed. That was 
the first time I felt heat. 
 ————————————————————————
Eight in a circle, fall-fueled, sparkler-lit. Did you see that shoot-
ing star? Just a mass entering the atmosphere. Like how strangers 
bond around a bonfire. Or how we light sticks that crack 
like cicadas and trace circles to the sky.
On your twenty-seventh year in The Nut, you hold a disco-glow-
boom-box and revive 
ninth grade Top Twenties. If you’re white, you live with your 
hands by your chest 
and your feet on the ground. 
There’s a swallow somewhere telling us to sing. Swallows exist on 
every continent except Antarctica. Some communities of swallows 
are made up of millions. Others are nonsocial. 
We’re running out of wood. Across from me is a rooster in denim 
and a lizard breathing steam. They laugh to switch places. The 
cock casts itself at me as chamomile billows from its beak. 
The flame was intoxicating when we first got it going. Now five, 
and me, I see only chins, knees, and teeth. Occasionally I catch 




I try to recall how I felt at that first log. How this grilled cheese 
felt before I forgot about it. How warm it is in August, when I turn 
over. How everything’s more beautiful in embers. 
————————————————————————
Our hands hover over a comatose flame. It’s dim and hot. We turn 
up our pinking palms





Allyssa Jade Acevedo is a senior at Montclair State University 
studying English. She enjoys writing and reading poetry, taking 
pictures, traveling, hiking and eating pints upon pints of vegan 
Ben & Jerry’s. She aspires to be a published author of poetry and 
prose one day and to be living somewhere in the U.K. with a pug, 
a teacup pig and a view. 
Monica Archer remembers both the Alamo and the 21st night of 
September. She can often be heard referencing movies that no one 
else has seen. Monica’s elementary school teachers used to confis-
cate her books when she would read during class instead of paying 
attention. Now, as an English major, she wishes someone would 
do the same with Shakespeare. Monica would like to think she is 
as witty as Lorelai Gilmore, but her verbal wit is probably more on 
par with the likes of Harpo Marx. She has high fived Jimmy Fallon 
and met Mindy Kaling, so she basically is a celebrity by associa-
tion. Yes, Monica has seen Friends. No, she has never met Bill 
Clinton.
Kenya Williams is a Fine Arts major and a Business minor student 
at Montclair State University with a 3.8 GPA.  As a senior graduat-
ing in May 2018, she is both excited and determined to finish these 
last semesters on a high note.  Her artistic style is detail oriented 
and often embedded with dark undertones.
Eileen Sanchez is a transfer student. She is an Animation/Illustra-
tion major hoping to do something involving drawing and story-
telling. She also loves singing, poetry and fashion design. She has 
always lived in Roxbury. She gives all glory to God.
Erin Roll is a graduate student: a mythical creature that runs on a 
steady diet of caffeine and sarcasm. She is completing an MA in 
English, with a thesis about the work of Ursula K. Le Guin. While 
outside of the seminar room, she works as a writer, journalist and 
editor. Whenever she is not wrestling with MLA style or impatient-
ly waiting for phone calls to be returned, Erin drinks a lot of Earl 
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Grey, watches a lot of NCIS and reads a lot of science fiction and 
fantasy, especially steampunk.
Sabrina Raimondo is a freshman here at Montclair State Univer-
sity, where she is interested in the arts. She has declared the ma-
jor of Visual Arts with a concentration in Art Education. In high 
school, Sabrina explored new avenues within the realm of art and 
came across photography. This is where she devolved a passion for 
it, and now continues to practice it. She shoots all her photos with 
a Canon Rebel T5i and uses her sister as her model. In the future, 
she hopes to work with younger children in schools teaching art, 
and in her spare time continue to take photos. Her piece “Colors” 
is a portrait that has the focal point of the model’s hand which is 
covered in colorful powder. In this piece color was Sabrina’s con-
centration, so she decided to keep everything else dark and bare 
when it came to the background and face. 
Annalise Molter is a second-year Animation/Illustration student. 
Her mission is to someday find and befriend every lizard on this 
Earth and to finally become the reptilian overlord she always 
wanted to be. Until then she’ll be drawing.
Brittany Acevedo is an undergraduate English major at Montclair 
State University. And—fun fact—she shares a birthday with Wil-
liam Shakespeare, so she was practically born to become an Eng-
lish major. She is currently enrolled in Montclair State University’s 
P-12 Teacher Education Program and enjoys reading nonfiction. 
Her favorite novel is The Great Gatsby, for its ability to transpose 
readers into the past and enable audiences to experience the ex-
citement of the roaring twenties. What fascinates her most about 
literacy is its ability to transpose readers out of the present, and 
into different locations and time periods. Her poem featured in 
this Normal Review issue was inspired by Walt Whitman’s poem 
“Crossing Brooklyn Ferry.” In Whitman’s poem, the speaker dis-
cusses the nature of human experiences being connected to similar 
previous experiences throughout different time periods.  
Kristy Lim’s bio,
a haiku—she’s a writer







But wait! Plot twist! It’s not a haiku because the last line has six 
syllables. Ha! Kristy gets a good laugh out of tricking people. Ac-
tually, that’s not true—she just didn’t know what to write for this 
semester’s biography because she’s already written six. She wanted 
to get “creative.” She wanted to add some “pizzazz.” Or “pizzas” 
stylized with two z’s. You decide.
Rebecca Klein is a senior, both in terms of academic standing and 
the brittleness of her bones. She once cracked a rib in her sleep. 
She is majoring in English, so that every time she speaks with her 
grandmother, she can hear her say, “but don’t you speak English 
fluently?” Rebecca likes to listen to sound bound from one syllable 
to the second — softening, intensifying, building — and likes how 
the tip of her tongue flicks her teeth when she says “that.”
Bella Ciervo is a sophomore filmmaking major attempting to get 
one of her stories on the big screen. Writing is one of her favorite 
things to do, as words tend to fly at uncontrollable speeds in her 
head. Human behavior fascinates her, and all of her tales reflect on 
their rather comical activities. One day Bella hopes to make quality 
comedy films and maybe some dramas. 
One can’t just ask an English major to write a short bio. There 
needs to be some kind of spice, some kind of pizzaz, something 
more than “Bushra Aboukwaik is a senior, majors in English and 
minors in Arabic, and is in the DD/DC Education Program.” No. 
You have handed her the most powerful weapon on the planet—
the pen—and she will use it to its full potential. Now and forever. 
Because she understands that words carry with them potions and 
poisons, that poetry is the pulse of literature, and that chocolate 
chip cookie you are looking at, rest assured, will disappear shortly.
Rae Marina Ens Wilkins is a junior currently majoring in gender, 
sexuality, and women’s studies with a minor in gay, lesbian, bisex-
ual, transgender, and queer studies. Her poetry mostly speaks to the 
experience of queer women as well as to the struggles of mental 
77
illness and body image. It  is heavily influenced by queercore, DIY 
music, and the art scene. She enjoys reading, bubble baths, chai tea 
lattes, documentaries, and performing in the Rocky Horror Picture 
Show with the Friday Nite Specials cast. She hopes to one day 
work in a shelter for either women or for homeless LGBTQ youth. 
For now, she resides in a tiny apartment with her two cats.
Sierra Javras is a sophomore English and economics double major 
who is obsessed with her two handsome cats and two lovely dogs. 
In her spare time, she enjoys watching movies, listening to her 
above-average Spotify playlist, mastering thousand-piece jigsaw 
puzzles, and, of course, bothering her pets.
Caroline Nelson: often found in trees, not to be trusted near volca-
noes, can open a beer bottle with a euro — Her Sister
Jessica Schwartz is a sophomore majoring in English and minor-
ing in sociology.  In her spare time, she enjoys watching reruns of 
Seinfeld, writing poetry, and listening to alternative rock.  
Mairead O’Gorman is a BFA Animation/Illustration student 
originally from Ireland, despite the lack of the accent. She loves 
cats, sleeping, wearing crew necks, and eating copious amounts of 
smoked salmon. She would love to be an animator for a big com-
pany, but which one she’s not sure. When she’s not crying over her 
workload or complaining about the heating in Freeman, she can be 
found at her instagram @lunebluee_ 
Evan A. Johnson: non-graduating senior, Filmmaking Major and 
Creative Writing Minor. Looking at grad school to pursue writing 
more, then will make movies, maybe teach high school a little, 
expand on photography passion, then conquer the world.
A current senior in the Visual Communication Design program at 
Monclair State University, Ramzi Husein pursues his work with 
great purpose and detail. Starting his college career at Pratt Insti-
tute in Brooklyn, NY and eventually transferring to MSU, he has 
strived to utilize all the knowledge and tools the university has to 
offer. As a conceptually driven individual, Ramzi specializes in 
typography, concept development, and print work. However, he 
identifies as an interdisciplinary designer, exploring current and 
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new design mediums. Post graduation in Spring of 2018, Ramzi 
hopes to start a career as a graphic designer at a design firm in 
NYC and eventually become a senior partner.
Riva Trivedi is an English Major at MSU who enjoys creating 
various forms of art that she can share with the world, which pro-
vides most of the inspiration for her work.
Valerie Jaretsky is a junior majoring in what she loves most — 
reading (lesser known as “English”). She is very excited to be a 
part of The Normal Review this year and to be sending you aesthet-
ically pleasing emails every week (she spends a lot (an unhealthy 
amount) of time making them look nice). She also likes to use pa-
rentheses. In the future, Valerie plans on becoming a high school or 
middle school English teacher and keeping the written word alive 
(and not obsolete like in that episode of The Twilight Zone). She’s 
a big fan of 80s movies, brie cheese, and fall breezes.
Kristina Smith is a sculpture major, who primarily works in clay 
and fibers. You can usually find them buying yet another plant or 
talking to the nearest dog.
Olivia Wollner is a creator of all things. But most especially of 
sonnets, watercolors, and food. “I aspire to one day travel to the 
moon and be the first person to do a handstand in space. For now 
I spend my days studying nutrition, drinking tea, and listening to 
Billie Holiday.”
Suzie Tuchman came to Montclair State University to pursue her 
dream of studying art, after having earned a BA in Biology from 
Yeshiva University.  She completed her BFA at MSU, and is cur-
rently a second year student in the MFA program.  Her work has 
been exhibited in museums and galleries in New Jersey.
Asma Dalia is a 32-year-old freshman—yep, 32! She is an Eng-
lish major and minors in ESL.  Asma is a mother to three children 
and attends school full-time. She is so excited and humbled about 
being a student again. Asma hopes to pursue a career in secondary 
education, to earn her Master’s and PhD, and to come back and 
lecture at Montclair State University. She wishes she had more 
time to decorate her bio with fun facts and interests, but she’s a 
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mother with no social life who potty trains during her free time.
Noah Orent is a senior graduating in January with a bachelor’s in 
English and a minor in Film. He is, among other things, a cinema 
buff, a dog lover and an avid foodie. When not attending his final 
batch of college courses, he’s hard at work on his first novel. He 
would like to dedicate his contribution to the five people who 
mean the world to him: his parents Rob & Amy, his sisters Emily 
& Carly and his dog Abbey. In his own words: “Without them, I 
would not be the man I am today.”
Max McMahon is a junior English major and creative writing 
minor.
Isabel Medina is a junior English major in the K-12 Teacher Edu-
cation Program.
Jessica Parra is a senior English major and art studio minor.
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